CHAPTER  X

HE Baronne Jules, the widow of the
great Baron and the mother of the
little Baron, had lost, under circum-
stances which are familiar to us, her
lover Raoul Marcien.* She was too
tender-hearted to live alone, and it would have been
a pity had she done so. It came to pass that one
summer night, between the Bois and the Etoile, she
took unto herself a new lover. It is fitting to
record this fact, as it is not unconnected with public
affiiirs.

The Baronne Jules de Bonmont, who had spent
the month of June at Montil, on the banks of the
Loire, was passing through Paris on her way to
Gmunden. Her house being shut up, she dined
at one of the restaurants in the Bois with her
brother, Baron Wallstein, Monsieur and Madame
de Gromance, Monsieur de Terremondrc, and
young Lacrisse, who like herself were passing
through Paris.

As they all moved in good society they were
* See The Amethyst Ring.
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